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THOMAS HARDY 


S UDDENLY an unexpected series of sounds began to be 
heard in this pl^up-'against the sky. They .had a 
clearn^.which was to be found nowhere in me wind, 
and a sequence which was to be found nowhere in nature. 

They were tKc notes of Farmer Oak’s flute. 

Such were the notes which set the key in the early pages of 
Far From the Madding Crowd. They are the same notes 
which were heard as distinctly in Under the Greenwood Tree 
(1872), the first of Thomas Hardy’s novels to \vin the atten¬ 
tion of a large public, though the second in order of appear¬ 
ance. That book introduces us to a place, a scene, set in a > 
region whose particularities were to be gradually unfolded 
in a series of novels, a region to become familiar in the 
mind’s eye as the * W^essex of Thomas Hardy , centred iii\ 
the hamlets,villages, towns, woods, meadows,and heathland ' 
of Dorset, and overflowing into the adjoining counties. It 
is a countryside inhabited by country people living, for the 
most part, under the conditions which prevailed when 
Hardy was a boy. The character of the region and still 
more the habits of the people have suffered many changes 
since then ; and these outer and inner changes, already per¬ 
ceptibly beginning a hundred years ago, are again and again 1 
lilted with the tragedies of his heroes and heroines. But 
the memory of it is fixed for posterity as long as English 
fiction continues to be read. The ‘ Wessex’ described by 
Hardy lives in Ae imagination more distinctly than any 
other region described by an English writer, perliaps any 
writer. Not thus do we know even the Scottish country 
described by Walter Scott, (^he Lake country associated 
with Wordsworth is to Hardy*s Wessex as a poetic symbol 
is to a human reality~ a reality c harged with alLthat is inti¬ 
mate and poignant in human experience. Not only have* 
we been made to see the wild expanse of Egdon Heath, the 
rich meadowland of Talbothays, where Tess milked her 
cows and Angel Clare made love to her, the fir plantations 

7 



s 


THOMAS HARDY 


and orchards of the Hintocks among which moved Giles 
Winterbourne and Marty Soutli, the houses and streets and 
commarket of Casterbridge, frequented by all the farmers of 
the neighbourhood ; but also we have become aware of 
Itlicsc places as influences subtly entering into the hves of the 
mien and women bom and bred there, who inherit memories, 
habits, and instincts handed on through the centuries. Those 
horn in the Hintocks, with ‘ an almost exhaustive bio¬ 
graphical or historical acquaintance with every object, 
animate and inanimate, within the observer’s horizon know 
all about those invisible ones of the days gone by, whose 
feet have traversed the fields which look so grey from the 
window ; recall whose creaking plough has turned those 
sods from time to time ; whose hands planted the trees that 
form a crest to the opposite hill; whose horses and hounds 
have tom through that underwood ; what birds afreet that 
particular brake ; what bygone domestic dramas of love, 
jealousy, revenge, or disappointment have been enacted in 
tlic cottages, the mansions, the street or the CTcen 

This Wessex country, inhabited by simple people and the 
ghosts of their ancestors, and no less by living animals and 
trees and grassy* is the background never wholly absent in 
Hardy’s wofk, fiction or poetry. 

W^t he says of Clym Ycobright, walking on Egdon 
Heath in The Return of the Native, might have been said of 
himself. 

If anyone knew the heath well, it was Clym. He was per- 
1 meated with its scenes, with its substance, with its odours. He 
^ ‘might be said to be its product. His eyes had fint opened 
thereon ; with its appearance all the first images of his memory 
I were mingled ; his estimate of life had been coloured by it; 

^ * his toys had been the flint knives and arrow-heads which he 
' found diere, wondering why stones sliould grow to such odd 
shapes; his flowers, the purple bells and ycUow gorse ; his 
animal kingdom, the snakes and croppers; his soacty, its 
j h^iiman haunters. 

I It is curious that song-birds occur rarely in the novels. 


THOMAS HARDY 9 

HataYwasbomin 1840 in Higher Bockhampton, in. the 

^ stonemason and 

^er. whTiileritcd from the grandfather a love of m- 
struinenial music and the care of the church chon ; carol- 
singing at Christmas, as described in Under the Greemi^ood 
Tree, and festive occasions celebrated with jigs, hornpipes, 
reels’, and other country dances, lived in the memory of the 
novelist; again and again in his novels his style acquires a 
wonderful liveliness where he telb the story of a dance. As 
a small child, Florence Hardy tells, he was of ecstatic tem¬ 
perament, extraordinarily sensitive to music ; he was so 
moved by some of the tunes tliat he had to dance on to con¬ 
ceal his weeping. In his childhood his life was never far 
from that of the folk ; he lived continuously in Dorset rill 
he was tweiity-two, attending first the village school, then 
schools at Dorchester, and at the age of sixteen he began to 
study architecture under an architect much of whose work 
was concerned with church restoration. He read books 
omnivorously, studied Latin and French, and later, witli the 
help of a friend, Greek ; and wrote poetry. It was in Dor¬ 
chester that he came to know William Barnes, who as 
peda g o gue gave him advice on grammar, an 3 ^ as poet 
somulatedhis poetic intere st in Dorset. ‘ 

~ ~tir litcraturc, poetry Was Hardv*s first loyc» ^ it was his 
last. When he went to London at the age of twenty-two to 
pursue his profession of architecture, he worked con¬ 
scientiously at it but continued to write poetry, though he 
had no success in getting it published. (He was by no means 
unpractical.) His supreme interest, heTelt, lay in the com¬ 
position of poetry, and throughout his earlier and middle 
creative period he constantly wrote verse to please himself; 
but he did not turn his back on the necessity of caniing a 
living. He continue d his ^re gular work as an archiject 
un ^ he had mad^surc. tha t he could succeed in liter- 
atufep^d in the field of literature, since the editors and 
publishers did not want his poems, but did, in time, come to 
demand his novels, he gave his energies to fiction and found 
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there his means of self-expression. He was to prove that a I 
poet could write fiction in prose and would do it the better j 
for being a poet. But often the task was irksome. Many 
of his novels had to be written to time to suit the journals in 
which they were published serially ; when he was at the 
height of his powers (aged forty-six) he complained that his 
novel-writing was ‘ mere joumcywork and in later years 
he was impatient wth those who did not thinkverse 
sup^oV to his fiction. But one need not overstfess this 
self-criticism. Earlier, he was dissatisfied with cramping 
conditions ; later, enjoying freedom, he remembered years 
when he had written under duress. Again and again he 
spoke seriously enough of his art, meaning the art of fiction, 
as when he wrote in his Memoranda : ‘ My art is to in- ' 
tensify the expression of things, as is done by Crivelli, 
Bellini, etc., so that tlie heart and inner meaning is made 
vividly visible’ (1886). 

None the less, one must remember that for more than 
twenty years, during most of his novel-writing period, 
Hardy was, in a certain sense, writing for a living ; that is to 
say, he was not in a position to rest on his oars and stop 
writing. This means that though wc shall see him develop¬ 
ing his essential powers and writing from inner necessity, we 
shall also find him producing work in which he is below 
himself, in books parts at least of which arc irrelevant to his 
genius. His first venture in fiction. The Poor Man and the 
Lady, was never pubUshed, though a much shortened version 
of it was printed later in a magazine. It was read and 
criticized by two publishers’ readers, none other than John 
Morley and George Meredith, the latter advising 1 ^, 
probably rightly, against publication, but less rightly telling 
him how to set about die writing of a novel, ^rdy took 
the advice and exaggerated it in the dirills and surpnsmg 
episodes which he heaped one on another in Desperate 
Remedies —a clever experiment in fiction, but not what we 

have come to think of as Hardy’s. 

/ Yet in the very next book, Under the Greenwood Tree^ the 
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real Hardy is present unmistakably/ Already we strike the 
authentic note. No one could have done this book but 
Hardy, and, for what it is, it could scarcely have been done 
better. Here we have not yet reached the plulosophy of 
Hardy ; there is no sense of overwhelming destiny, no note 
of tragedy, no deep hint of the tears of things. It is not one 
of his greater books, yet 1 should profoundly regret it if he 
had not written it. It is a picture, an idyll, of Dorset coun¬ 
try life as the author remembered it from his boyhood and 
before reflection had tinged it with bitterness. Here is 
Wessex—the Dorset country and people, the fir trees 
sobbing in the breeze, the ash hissing, the beeches rustling, 
the procession of villagers proceeding in tlic dark to the 
tranter’s cottage, the rustic choir singing under Fancy Day s 
window, the dancing, the love-making that goes awry and 
ends gaily—all of this, the lovely raw material of rustic life 
as it might have been if no Spirit Sinister had left its mark, 
no ‘ viewless, voiceless Turner of the Wheel ’ had been dis¬ 
cerned working have y. It is the Gard en of Eden before 
Adam feU ; and if Fanc^ had ever spjittle of Eye’s 
naughfiness, it was no more than enough to make her 


)< 


human. 




c scenes are 


real, the characters true to life ; yeti 

rt idvll nf Fnali^li rniin-l 


the book is not so much a novel as an idyll o f English coun¬ 
try life, a pastoral poem in prose.) 

The next book was to be a more ambitious essay in fiction, 
but far less satisfying. A Pair o/Bhie Eyes (published 1873) 
has received from many critics liigher praise than I am able 
to give it. The total impression which this book leaves 
does not carry for me the unmistakable, unforgettable note 
of the essential Hardy. Several critics have divided Hardy’s 
novels into three or four classes, and Hardy himself dis¬ 
tinguished between kind and kind. Thus, Lionel Johnson, 
the earliest important critic of the novels, arranged them in 
three groups : the Tragic ; the Idyllic ; and die comic, 
w^ironic, satiric, romantic, extravagant. This division is well 
enough, but takes no account of a disdnetion which in my 
opinion is more important—a disdnedon of quality, between 
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the books which spring from Hardy’s essential genius and 
those which do not. The former come from the inner 
core of his creative imagination ; the latter are fabricated. 

In the first he is possessed by his subject, in the second he is 
using his inventive talent to cany him as best it can through 
an ingenious story. 

From first to last. Hardy, observant, percipient, sensitive 
and thoughtful as he was, was a person of great simplicity. 
There was something of the peasant in him which sophistica¬ 
tion did not wholly eliminate. He grew up to know, as 
only an observant, percipient and sensitive person could 
have known, a world of a certain kind, filled with a certain 
life, human and natural—to know it in all its beauty, its 
contrariness, and its perplexing painfiilness. That life, as he 
had known it from his cliildhood, he absor^d imaginatively, 
and it became die raw material of his art.^He would never K ' 
be at liis best except when near to that life which he had thus x lU 
absorbed, though he was to transcend it and put it in a | 
vaster context J Even as a boy and young man it was being | 
modified by h^ reading of English literature, the classics, and 
history, by his careful study of architecture, by his interest m 
pictures and in acting, his disturbing contacts with Darwdn 
and Spencer and Schopenhauer, and his puzzled study of the 
Oxford Movement theologians and their opponents ; and 
as a man he became more and more uneasy at innovations 
whicli were displacing rustic customs and social ideas at 
variance with the older codes of life ; he found 
aggravated by the intolerant judgement of society, as if there / 
were not enough that are beyond man’s control and iimcrent ^ 
in human hfe. Percipient, mediutive, contemplative, he 

remained simple, a peasant burdened with knowledge wluch i , 

magnified the problems, heightened the significance of me , \ 

emotions, and enlarged die objects of percepnon they ; 
seemed to be co-existent with all the world and the intmite. 

The problems that were thus revealed were to become in¬ 
soluble and almost unbearable, and the more so as men and 
women, the raw material of life, with pnnudve passions and 
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developing consciousness, continuing their plodding exist¬ 
ence, were converted into tragi-comic reahaes ot the 
imagination. ‘ The business, of die, poet and novelist , he 
wrote in his Memoranda two days after he had written the 
bst page of The Afayor of Casterbrid^e, ‘,is to show the sorri¬ 
ness underlying the grandest things, and the grandeur under- 

Ivinc the sorriest things’. ^ , „ 1 w. 

le people and the countryside of what he called Wessex, 
s^n through the prism of a romantic imagination, provided 
fbi^ Hardy th^" archetypJjfbrms of hunian__£xistcnce ; 
during the whole ofKIs novel-writing penod, when lie was 
at his best, the life, oftfekind, that he portrayed became 
like "the notes and chords in an orchestral compositio 
movHng from theme to theme as tlie motive dictated. /He 
might be clumsy in individual passages, tlie plot might creak 
under the excessive use of coincidence, but the essence of the 
movement is there, the sureness of the motive unerring. 
Hardy is possessed by liis subject. His assimilating and 
constructive imagination is engaged. And tliis is Just as 
true in the case of a slight masterpiece su ch as Under the 
Greenwood Tree as in the grand tragedy of The Re turn of t he j 
Natioe, or Tess, or The Mayor oTL-aster OridgL. 'But it was [ 
tiot always thus. At one moment, as we have seen. Hardy 
was diverted from his inclination by advice offered by the 
great Meredith. At anotlier dme, as his biographer tells, 
when ‘ he was committed by circumstances to novel-writing 
as a regular trade *, he felt constrained to look about for 
material in social and fashionable life ; his ‘ gloomy mis¬ 
givings ’ on this score being confirmed in a talk with Miss 
Thackeray, who told him that ‘ a novelist must necessarily 
like society’. Moreover, the ‘Joumeywork’ of writing 
thrust upon him commitments to editors of magazines, 
demanding that he should write another book before his 
creative imagination was ready for the task. Under these 
circumstances it is easy to understand that he should have 
written a number of books which, though they would liave 
been cre^tablc to a lesser novelist, lack, each considered as a 
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whole, the mark of the real Hardy. The sum-total of his 
work would not be much impoverished if we removed 
altogether A Pair of Blue Eyes, The Hand of Ethelbertay A 
Laodicean and Tioo on a Tower —books which were inter¬ 
spersed among the finest of his novels. 

This is not to say that there arc not many excellencies in 
these books, and passages in which the writer reveals his dis¬ 
tinctive power. A Pair of Blue Eyes commands the reader’s 
interest fiom beginning to end. The theme is that of a 
woman’s inconstanc)% one not likely to be dully treated by 
Hardy, who idealized the opposite quahty, that of long- 
sufiering constancy in love, in Tess, Giles Winterbourne, 
Marry South, Gabriel Oak, the Trumpet-Major. Hardy 
found the making of much tragedy in the possession or lack 
of that virtue. In Jude the Obscure passion, for Sue, began 
^vitll ‘ the love of being loved ’ ; in Elfiide, in A Pair of 
Blue Eyes, it began in ‘ the love of admiration ’. In retro¬ 
spect there is the memory of a first entanglement, the young 
man whom she had kissed on the tomb ; he had died. In 
the early part of this book she becomes engaged to the young 
architect, secretly, for he is of humble origin ; runs away to 
be married, but does not marr^'. In the next phase she 
succumbs to the superior quahtics of her lover s rather 
priggish friend. By a series of accidents the third lover dis¬ 
covers all that has happened, suspects more, and eocs. 
Lovers number two and three travel togctlier to Elfiide s 
village on a train, and find that it abo carries a hearse and her 
body ; tliat she had married a fourth lover and Sied. Thm 
baldly outlined the story sounds melodramatic and absurd, 
and in fact it is not without these defects. Yet Elfride is 
well enough done to gain our sympathy and Kmght to cam 
our dislike ; the narrative is alive and often exciting, ^ m 
the episode on The Cliff svithout a Name ; and though me 
scene is in Cornwall, and not in Hardy’s more intimately- 
known Dorset, there are passages of description wluch show 
that he had already intuitively discovered a way ot convey¬ 
ing through the medium of words what a pamter conveys m 
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a^cture, but by devices appropriate to the art of letters. 
Hardy knows that by writing you cannot ‘ paint a scene ; tO| 
attempt to do by successive words what a pamter does by ^ 
co-existent images in a picture is merely to bewilder the ; 
reader, as by a catalogue ; he prefers to describe through; 
action, to show things moving, breathing, appearing » 
give us as much tliat can be heard as seen ; to record the efrect| 
left on the mind of a spectator. Though we can fmd much 
finer passages in Hardy’s other books, this power of literary 
description is exhibited many times in A Pair of Blue Eyes, as 
thus, when Stephen stood at the door of the church porch 
looking for Elfnde: 


The faint sounds heard only accentuated the silence. The 
rising and falling of the sea, far away along the coast, was the 
most important. A minor sound was tlie scurr of a distant 
night-hawk. Among the minutest where all were minute 
were the light setdement of gossamer fragments floating in the 
air, a toad humbly labouring along through the grass near the 
entrance, the crackle of a dead leaf wliich a worm was en¬ 
deavouring to pull into the earth, a waft of air, getting nearer 
and nearer, and expiring at his feet under the burden of a 
winged insect. 


In such passages as that we have the authentic note that is 
Hardy’s. 

The Hattd of Ethelherta is one of tliosc books that 1 have 
spoken of as being ‘ fabricated ’. When he wrote tliat, 
Hardy was taking Miss Thackeray’s advice—he was entering 
society, describing a hfe which he could report but not build 
up through liis own vision. It is incidentally interesting as 
afibrding an example of Hardy’s consciousness of class 
distinction, discernible in greater or less degree in most of 
his novels. 

A Laodicean is generally, and rightly, spoken of as the 
worst of his novels. Much of it was written when he was 
ill but under contract to provide chapters month by month 
for an editor. Hardy had doubtless intended to write a 
book illustrating the contrast between the ancient and the 
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modem, the mhcrited and the acquired, the dignity of the 
old order and the indignity of modem progress. He pro¬ 
duced in fact a crudely thrilling melodrama in which 
villainy, blackmail, eavesdropping, and violence produce a 
succession of reversals of fortune ending happily in marriage. 
Hardy sufficiently described the book himself in one of his 
later Prefaces. ‘ A Laodicean may perhaps help to while 
away an idle afternoon of the conifortable ones whose lines 
h.ave f^en to them in pleasant places ; above all, of that 
large and happy section of the reading public which has not 
yet reached ripeness of years.’ 

Two on a Tower is not very much better than A Laodicean^ 
though the scries of coincidences which thwart hero and 
heroine are less absurd. It concerns a love affair between a 


4 


young man of peasant birth who is becoming a brilhant 
astronomer, and a lady of aristocratic family who has been 
deserted by her husband ; and the love scenes take place on a 
lonely tower where the young man introduces Lady Con¬ 
stantine to the fixed stars. ‘ This slightly-built romance , 
wrote Hardy thirteen years later, ‘ was the outcome of a 
wish to set the emotional history of tsvo inflmtcsmiJ hves 
against the stupendous background of the stellar umverse. 

The books of wliich I have just been speaking may be 
considered as minor episodes in Hardy s work. Like ms 
other and greater books they are love stories depending tor 
their development on the external incidents of plot, h^jdy 
firmly believed that a novel should teU a sto^, md with him 
the story always turned upon actual events in the Uves ot his 
persons.^ He spoke slightingly about Henry James s pr^ 
occupation with ‘ the minutiae of manners . James s sub- 
iects arc those one could be interested in at moments when 
there is nothing larger to think of.’ What Hardy sought 
was an action exhibiting the simple, elemental emotions 
such as had been chosen by tlic Greek ffagedians and 
Shakespeare. In the lesser books, where his imagmation 
was not filly engaged, the story is just a story, *ngenio^y 
contrived, whose incidents afford occasions for exhibitmg 
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individual characters; but the characters do not stand in 
symbohe relationship to a pattern of life. The poet in him 
asserted itself from time to time, but did not control the 
situation. He told his story witli a sort of ingenuous 
fidelity to his task, and that was all. But when the grand 
moment came Hardy the poet-novelist took charge. The 
dividing-line between his greater work and liis lesser is 
absolute. To the former belong unmistakably Under the 
Greenwood Tree, For From the Aloddin^i’ Crowd, The Return 
of the Native, The Trumpet-Major, The ^fayor ofj ^^uler- 
brid^e. T he ^ooTland ers, less oj~ th e D'Urhii uulles andj^c 
the Obsaa e. ~~ 

“Hardy had the mind of a poet. He was reading and 
writing poetry through all the years of Ids novel-writing, 
and he turned finally to^oetry when he had said his say in 
the appropriate forffTbf nction and came to the grand sum- 
ming-up. He had tKe’imagm^on of Coleridge’s creative 
poet who scekTto extcrnalizc all the world that he is aware 
of in terms of his understanding of it. That being so liis art 
was from its nature progressive^ revealing the successive 
stages of his discovery of life. No author’s work reveals a 
clearer pattern, moving'on stage by stage in the elucidation 
of life, not by argument or teaching, but by exhibiting life 
itself, human beings in action, driven by forces they do not 
understand. It begins with the simpler material of human 
life, men and women shown under stress of emotion, 
generally in a rustic setting It ends with all history in time, 
all the universe in ya ce^ and the Kosmos which includes all 
I space and rime ano^c possible beyond. His real creative 
work show s a steady of an in- 

dividual to perception of the I rnivpr^r .1 In the latter case I 
say perception, not conception, for even the Universal is in¬ 
dividualized. and perceived through the eye of the artist. 

Bach of Hardy s finer novels may be taken as a projection 
of his stote of awareness at a certain stage of his develop¬ 
ment ; its material is the world which he felt to be real. The 
content of that world, when he v^rotc Under the Greenwood 
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Tree, was that Wessex life of which I have spoken and all 
the memories of youth it included. It was still such that 
it could be presented idyUically, with the rhythmic pattern 
of a pastoral poem. If the course of true love is not quite 
smooth, it is only so httle troubled as to make the smoothing 
pleasant. The village which is the scene of action stands for 
all the English villages whose hfe is cast in the traditional 
mould. But Hardy has moved on when he comes two 
years later to Far From the Madding Crowd. The country 
life is in essentials the same, though we see it on a larger 
scale. It is more consciously conceived as something which 
docs not change, remaining ‘ ancient ’ when so much else 
is becoming ‘ modem ’. ‘ In Weatherbury three or four 

score years were included in the mere present, and nothing 
less than a century set a mark on its face or tone. Five de¬ 
cades hardly modified the cut of a gaiter, the embroidering 
of a smock-frock, by the breadth of a hair. Ten genera¬ 
tions failed to alter the turn of a single phrase.' The more 
important persons, with one exception, might have be¬ 
haved as they do here a century or two ago ; the exception 
being Batlisheba herself, the first example which Hardy 
gives us of a partly emancipated woman, who farms her 
own farm and demands equal status with the men when she 
goes to Casterbridge market. The story, as in most of 
Hardy's novels, is essentially a love story. It touches a 
deeper note which has the quaUty of tragedy, but the dis¬ 
turbance arises not, as we are to feel later, from any cruelty , 
in the nature of things, but from the conflict between the i 
characters, and their responses to impuhe or to those acci¬ 
dents which play too frequent a part in all Hardy s plots. 
For Hardy, love is always treated as the major passion in 
hfe, and constancy in love is shown as the major virtue, 
accompanied by other excellences which it implies. Gabnc 
Oak stands side by side with John Loveday. Giles Wmter- 
boumc, Marty South, and the Reddleman. among me 
heroes and heroines whose love is proof ag^st all shocks. 
Farmer Oak is slow, deUberatc, moving with quiet energy. 



THOMAS HARDY ^9 

Though if occasion demanded he could ‘ do or think a tiling 
with as mercurial a dash as can the man of towns . . . his 
special power, morally, physically, and mentally, was 
static, owing little or nothing to momentum . When he 
looked at the sky he drew practical conclusions about the 
time and the weatlier, but ‘ being a man not without ^ f^e- 
quent consciousness that there was some charm in this life he 
led, he stood stUl after looking at the sky as a useful instru¬ 
ment, and regarded it in an appreciative spirit, as a work of 
art supremely beautiful . He does not hesitate to criticize 
Bathsheba when she has offended his sense of right, and can 
help her as none other can in moments of crisis, yet he has 
not that sort of masterfulness which would compel her to 
love liim. He will not, Ukc Farmer Boldwood, press his 
claims because she has flirted with him. He is not tlie man 
to plead where he is not wanted. And Bathsheba, for all 
her strength and good sense, proves to be at the mercy of 
her own impetuosity where the heart is involved, and falls 
all too easy a prey to the handsome, adventurous seducer, 
Troy—though, once again, it is an accident which plays its 
part in leading her to marry him. The story pursues its way 
rhythmically through incidents which stir the emotions of 
three men and a girl, amid the rustic events of sheep-shear¬ 
ing, stacking, marketing, in calm and in storm, to a running 
commentary of gossip from the chorus of workers. The 
ending is a compromise between that of tragedy and 
comedy. Gabriel marries Bathsheba, but not till his rivals 
have been tragically removed. 

F<jr From the Madding Crowd established Hardy’s reputa¬ 
tion, but It was to be followed disappointingly by The Hand 
of Ethelberta, and that by a masterpiece. The Return of the 
Native. But first, a word about The Trtnnpet-Maior, a novel 
which, in Hardy’s natural development, mi^t well have 
come before rather than just after The Return of the Native. 
We know from his Memoranda that in 1875, five years 
before The Trumpet-Major was published, three years before 
The Return of the Native^ Hardy s mind was moving towards 
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the theme which was to become that of The Dynasts. 
‘ Mem : ’ he wrote at tliat rime, ‘ a Ballad of the Hundred 
Days. Then another of Moscow. Others of earlier cam¬ 
paigns—forming altogether an Iliad of Europe &om 1789 to 
1815.’ And two years later he wrote, ‘ Consider a grand 
drama, based on the wars with Napoleon, or some one cam¬ 
paign (but not as Shakespeare’s historical dramas). It might 
be called “Napoleon” or “Josephine”, or by some other 
person’s name.’ But long before then Hardy had been 
deeply interested in the recollections of old persons whom he 
had known in childhood, who had been eye-wimesses of the 
events that occurred in Dorset when the invasion of England 
by Napoleon was daily expected. As a boy he had studied 
the ‘ casual relics ’ of the preparations for defence—‘ a heap 
of bricks and clods on a beacon-hill \ ‘ worm-eaten shafts 
and iron heads of pikes ‘ ridges on the do^vn thrown up 
during the encampment, fragments of volunteer uniform, 
and other such lingering remains ’. These discoveries pro¬ 
foundly affected the imagination of the young Hardy, and 
gave him an insight into the condition of England at the 
time of Trafalgar ; and this early knowledge was to be ex¬ 
tended later by close study of the history of the period. 
Already, before he wrote The Trumpet-Major, Hardy was 
imaginatively seeing the history of hri native district in the 
larger perspective of England and Najpoleon s Europe, just 
as so often in his stories of individuals Uving in a Wessex 
homestead we find the pressure of a wider humanity surging 
round and beyond. ‘ A certain provincialism of feeling is 
invaluable he wrote in the very year of The Trumpet- 
Major. ' It is the essence of individuahty, and is largely 
made up of that crude enthusiasm without which no great 

thoughts arc thought, no great deeds done. 

And so it is wi 3 i The Trumpet-Major. Though in a cer¬ 
tain sense it is the stoiy* of love-affairs written in the spirit or 
light comedy, its lightness is tliat of the provincial ^encs in 
The Dynasts—it is tlie relief to a vaster background of his¬ 
toric events ; it is the village commenury on life the day 
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before tlie battle. The sUght love story \viU stand on its o^vn 
merits but it becomes something more when it is an mter- 
lude iA a world-conflict. Not that Hardy presses upon us 
these sterner reflections. In tliis historical novel we are 
mucli nearer to Under the Greenwood Tree than to Jude. 
There is enough to entertain us in the succession of lively 
pictures which Hardy draws—tlie cavalry soldiers on their 
bulky grey chargers ascending the down and preparing the 
camp while tlie romantic Amic looks on from the miller s 
cottage, the excitement in tlie village, the party at the 
miller’s, the behaviour of the solid John Loveday, the 
soldier, and his lively, mercurial brotlicr. Bob, the Kmg s 
visit to Budmouth, the false alarm when the beacon is lit, 
and tlie ups and downs of Bob’s affections. There are 
touches of melodrama when the bully Festus has too many 
opportunities for playing the villain or when Matilda ex¬ 
ceeds herself as the scarlet woman. But it is all part of the 
play—vigorous, zestful play—whose romance takes a deeper 
note when it describes the simple fidelity of Jolui to his un¬ 
attainable beloved and his unstable brother. Though not a 
major novel, this has its place in the sequence of Hardy’s 
genuine works. 

The five greater noyels^which it remains to consider, arc 
all tragedy, tragedy on the grand scale. They are all of 
them love stories, as before, but the men and women who 
suffer this passion in its extremity, individual as they are, 
become also representatives of the human race ; and we are 
I to see them through Hardy’s eyes, as Aeschylus saw Prome¬ 
theus chained to a rock, against a vast background of nature, 
the victim of * the President of the Immortals ’. The 
magn^cent opening pages of The Return of the Native, 
showing in the description of Egdon Heath what sort of a 
place it was in which the persons were to suffer, creates an 
impression of Nature more sombre than we have had be¬ 
fore, indeed a Nature which appeared to share the sufferings 

, of men. ‘ Fair prospects wed happily with fair times ; but 
I alas, if times be not fair . . . Haggard Egdon appealed to a 
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subtler and scarcer instinct, to a more recently learnt emo¬ 
tion . .. wearing a sombreness distasteful to our race when it 
was young.* ‘ The storm was its lover, and the wind its 
friend.* It could become ‘ the home of strange phan¬ 
toms.’ ‘ Like man, slighted and enduring ’, it was ‘ colos¬ 
sal and mysterious in its swarthy monotony.* In The 
Woodlanders^ too, though there arc some gentler pictures, 

‘ the bleared white visage of a sunless winter day emerged 
like a dead-bom child ’, and in the wood wc observe ‘ the 
Unfulfilled Intention, which makes life what it is *, working 
havoc underground—‘ the leaf was deformed, the curve was 
crippled, the taper was interrupted ; the lichen ate the 
vigour of the stalk and the ivy slowly strangled to death the 
promising sapling Though Nature assumes a far sweeterTI 
aspect at Talbothays during those months when Tess and I 
Clare were working among the cows and the meadows, thcr^, 
sweetness of it becomes as a foil to the horrors which are tol 

follow. . 

Hardy peoples this alternately lovely and sinister world 

^vith men and women, the more ordinary of whom play the 
chorus, and others, the exceptional ones, some capable of 
intense emotion, others, in a worse plight, equally emotional 
but also acutely conscious and self-conscious, feeling in 
themselves what Tess ‘ was expressing in her own native 
phrases—assisted a little by her Sixth Standard training— 
feelings which might almost have been called those of the 

age_tlie ache of modernism *. In The Return of the Native 

Clym Yeobright’s face reflected ‘ the view of life as a uiing 
to be put up with, replacing that zest for existence which was 
so intense in early civilizations ’. Henchard in The A/^or 1 

of perceives more simply but passionately. The 

shape ofhis ideas in time ofaffliction was simply a moody | 

r lam to suffer, I perceive’* ’ ; his superstitious natine led 
, to the grim conclusion that his misfortunes were due to 
/‘some sinister intelligence bent on punishing him . In 
I hide the Obscure the percipience of the new type of human 
being reaches an extremity where it is unbearable. Lven as 
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a boy Jude showed that he was ‘ the sort of who was 
bom to ache ’ ; he was at moments * seized with a sort of 
shuddering As a man he was a victim of ‘ the modem 
vice of unrest’. Sue the ethereal, the fine-nerved, the 
idealist, had the same sensitiveness, and became almost 
masochistic in her love of suffering. Hardy pursues tlie 
theme to a point where it becomes almost horrible in repro¬ 
ducing the affliction of the parents in their children. ‘ I 
ought not to be bonij, ought I ? ’ says Little Fatlier Time, 
working hintseTF up to the mood which ends in the hanging 
of himself and his baby brother and sister. ‘ The doctor 
it is reported, ‘ says there are such boys springing up 
amongst us—boys of a sort unknown in the last generation. 
... It is the beginning of the coming universal wish not to 
Uvc.’ 

These five books a^ not to be taken as a statement of 
Hardy’s philosophy.; But in giving body to human Ufc as 
this meditative man finds it a pattern appears, a pattern in 
accordance with which human nature manifests itself -; the 
p^ttcm-yields-i-philosophy, imposed on Hardy by his in¬ 
tuitive reading of experience. There emerges a sort of 
theory of society into which the facts, as he sees tliem, fit; 
it widens into nothing less than a view of the universe. 1 
Already in The Return of the Native we are faced with tlic 
problem of a young man of bucoUc origin moving too 
quickly to intellectual and sophisticated aims, reacliing a 
condition of unbalance between the two elements in him- 
s^. In The Mayor of Casterbridge we have in Lucetta the 
half-emancipated woman—‘ I’ll love whom I choose 
though, the old superstition still strong in her, she shrinks 
and withers to her death before the terrors of the skimniity- 
ride. In The Woodlattders we are introduced to tlie de¬ 
ficiencies of the divorce laws ; in Tess to the cruelty of pub¬ 
lic opinion towards those who have offended against its 
dcCTees ; and in Jude Sue Bridehead, so clear-sighted in 
vision, thougli so unreasonable in action, makes her explicit 
protest against the social moulds civili^tion fits us into * • 
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and asks whetlier a marriage ceremony is a religious thing, or 
* only a sordid contract, based on material convenience in 
houscholding, rating, and taxing, and the inheritance of land 
and money by children ‘ When people of a later age look 

back upon the barbarous customs and superstition of the 
times that we have the unliappiness to live in, what will they 
say ! ’ she exclaims. And before then even Jude, with liis 
more conventional views, finding his life ruined by marriage 
-' with the coarse, dissolute Arabella, had reHected on the 
V ^fundamental error of ‘ having based a permanent contract 
-^n a temporary feeling 

' ‘ ' In these his subtlest and most tragic books we have a 
searcliing criticism of modem life and ^ally of all life. We 
2^* Oiave still the chorus of ordinary men and women, wim 
rustic minds not yet unhinged, accepting life and judging it, 

", gaily or sadly, in accordance with the older standards. But 

the forefront we have otliers, bom in the same milieu, 
who have come to put everything to tlie question ; who 
have acquired tlic self-consciousness which is the ^tmctive 
characteristic of modem man ; who question me funda¬ 
mentals of the society we live in, the rightness of soaal con¬ 
ventions, the sanctity of die marriage contract, the goodness 
of a progress and a civiUzation which bang so much misery 
to man, and finally, the benevolence or the ommpotence of 
the Power tliat rules the universe. Clym Ycobnght saw 
‘ the whole creation groaning and travailing m pam . 
Henchard feared ‘ some sinister intelligence . Tess su^ 
posed that we live on a sur that is a bhgked one she 
questioned the ‘ use of learning , tliough I s^ouldn t mmd 
learning why—why the sun do shine on the just and un¬ 
just alike_ But that’s what hooU wiU not me. 

Sue Fawley had once imagined that the world 
Stanza or melody composed m a dream , but her My 
awakened inteUigence concluded that ‘the First OuK 
worked automatically Uke a somnambuhst, and not 
Tctively Uke a sage ‘ AU the ancient avrath of the 
Power above us has been vented upon us. His poor creatures. 
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and we must submit.’ Sue comes near to expressing the 
developed cosmology of The Dynasts. The char acters.^ 
more si nned gainst than sinning, are those of human beings 
set in a framework ofu£iLlvcrsiihE)estmy: 

Ilard ydid not set out to give’ us a’pessimistic philosophy. 
He did set out to show how certain persons, selected because 
they were interesting, having certain characters, would be¬ 
have under certain circumstances, arbitrarily conceived, but 
not impossible. In bringing them to disaster he is prone to 
weight the chances against their prosperity by too many 
coincidences ; his frequent use of the unlucky accident is T 
blemish in nearly all of his plots—the accident that Giles 
Winterbourne should fail to notice the writing which Grace 
chalked on his wall, or that grim mishap in The Return of the 
Native which prevents the opening of the door, when Clym’s 
mother had made her dreary journey over the heath to be 
reconciled with her son and his wife : ‘ *Tjs t^ much, 
Clym. How c^ he bear to do it ! He ij at home ; and 
yet Imj lets her shut the door against rne ! ’ Hope turns to 
gloom ^d c&saster. ^ " — - 

It has been Maimed, and I think rightly, that Hardy has 
■ elevated the function of the no vel, and succeeded in placing 
it am ong the greatest of the literary art t OTii^ He has tol3 
m each case a tale, and in that respect it stands on the merits 
proper to a tale. Each also contains characters which are 
fai^fully and subtly exhibited. But that is not all. /fi'he 
action is significant. It moves accord ing to a pattern w hich 
is part of the pattern of all life , and so yields an account of the 
thg umvcrsc~^livc in. This secnlracrofTife 
unfolded beto’te our eyes springs from Hardy’s vision of life 
^ a whole ; it is nothing less than his conception of the 
Umverse expressing itself at given moments of time and in a 
given pkicc, and the time and even the place itself participate 
cosmic conception. Just as Sha kespeare c^ upon the 
w^ of hi| mi^^on \yhen he m^s a Macbet h or a 
1^ ar^ Mil^n m 1^ quite difent w^ when he presents 
the Ard^ch at ’^r, so d^ Hardy whenTe shows M^. 
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Ycobriglit Striving to overcome her prejudices or Michael 
Henchard proceeding headlong to a doom brought down on 
him by his own arrogance and obstinacy, or poor Tess 
harassed and killed by the avenging Furies of conventional 

opinion. u a ■ ' 

The tragedy, however, docs not always follow the Ans- 

totelean rules. A good plot (in spite of the coincidence), 
characters, serious and deserving of our attention ; action, 
calling forth pity and fear ; all of these are Present. But 
Hardy sometimes violates the rule which forbade the shock¬ 
ing spectacle of a virtuous person brought through no feult or 
his own from prosperity to adversi^ In Jude the Obscure 
Hardy goes to extreme in showing men and women pur¬ 
ged relentlessly by a cruel ‘ Universe ’ through no fault ot 
their own. This novel, I think, immense as it is m isscc^g 
the problems of Jude and Sue Fawlcy. and descnbmg their 
relations with each other, docs leave at the end a sense ot ^ 
horror which is incompatible with the highet art. u in 

this case alone. In The Return of the « ^ 

ters who matter arc Clym and his mother, Mrs. Ycobri^t 

the tragedy is brought about by the error ' 

conceives his mission in Ufe, and above aU by 
bright whose prejudice and obstinacy are not atc^ed for by a 
hcr^eestures of forgiveness. In The Mayor of Casterbrtdge^l 

it is fhe recUessness. the pride, the ujiforgi Jg ^ 

Hcnchard’s nature which cause his downfall. ^ traged j^ 
'rilr^» I rafT. is the tragedy of liis own soul. 

of The WooJlanders or Tess ; yet wc arc not disgusted, un- 
kss it be by the violence with which Tess s hfe is ende^ If 
in these cases we are not shocked, but on the contrary 
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of Giles to Grace is unfailing, and at the end the tragedy 
of his death is softened by the triumph of the sacrifice of 
himself for her sake, and beautified by the unfailing and 
apparendy unrewarded love of Marty South. Marty s 
patient love, serenely in the background tliroughout die 
story, breathed only to the young larches, is immortalized 
in the book’s silences and in the lyrical whispered cry with 
which it ends. 

And even in Tess, when ‘ “Justice ” was done, and the 
President of the Immortals, in Aeschylean phrase, had ended 
his sport with Tess and had shown the last of her, so 
grimly, on the gallows, the penultimate scene had its com¬ 
pensation. It brought happiness—Tess called it happiness— 
in the final reunion and understanding between herself and 
Clare. When the pursuers at last find them at Stonehenge, 
* It is as it should be she murmured. ‘ Angel, I am almost 
glad—yes, glad ! This happiness could not have lasted. It 
was too much.’ She faces the end with her habitual 
courage. ‘ “ I am ready she said quietly.’ 

^ Hardy is pessimistic about the eovemance of the Uni¬ 
verse, but not about human beings.^ In his lesser books there 
rare villains playing their melodramatic parts, but in his 
\greater novels Acre are no villains. There arc weak, and 
Ivolatile, and selfish people, like Wildevc or Fitzpiers ; but 
lAcy arc not simply scoundrels. There can be a coarse, 
f unscrupulous creature, like Arabella, but even she is not 
wholly bad. The chorus of ordinary men and women are 
full of good humour and Ae milk of human kindness. The 
heroes and heroines have noble and lovable quaUtics ; Acy 
stand in sublime contrast to Ac supreme Powers. Giles 
Winterbourne, ‘bom and bred among Ae orchards’, who 

looked and smelt like Autumn’s very broAer ’, is endowed 

wiA Ae qualities which Christians have dotted to Ae 

saints. And wiA what wonderful words does Mrs. 

Cuxsoin reveal boA herself and Ac dead woman of whom 
she speaks. 
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* And she was as white as marble-stone. And likewise such a 
thoughtful woman, too—ah, poor soul—that a minded every 
little thing that wanted tending. “ Yes, says she, when^I m 
gone, and my last breath’s blowed, look in the top drawer o the 
chest in the back room by the window, and you 11 find all my 
coffin clothes ; a piece of flannel—that s to put under me, and 
the little piece is to put under my head ; and my new stoo^gs 
for my feet—they arc folded alongside, and all my things. 

And there’s four ounce pennies, the hea\*iest I could find, a-acd 
up in bits of linen, for weights—two for my right eye and two 
for my left”, she said. “ And when you’ve used em and my 
eyes don’t open no more, bur>' the pennies, good ^uls, and 
don’t yc go spending ’em* for I shouldn t like it* ^d 
windows as soon as I am carried out, and make it as checrtul 

as you can for Elizabeth-Jane 


The grimly comic is not lacking when she tells how 
Christopher Coney dug up and spent the P^es- The 
passage ends with one of those lyrical sayings which abound 

in the prose of this poet. 

• Well, poor soul, she’s helpless to hinder or an^^g 

else now-'fanswered Mother Cuxsom. ' And all her shu^g 

ke>-s will be took from her. and her cupboar^ „ a W 

litdc things a’ didn’t wish seen, myWy will see , and her 

wishes and ways will all be as nothing. 

Hardy, a mediutivc poet, gave to the novel a 
to which in his os™ country it had not 
His procedure is architectural. Out of ^ the , 

life which he knows he builds up though a senes 
a whole which embraces the kind of men md 
observed, the beautifirl English countr>- they W hved m 

toiLusnL of 
or tension or 
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in its still depths. But for the most part the effects arc 
cumulative ; he assembles piece by piece the elements which 
go to the making of a vast panorama. 

I have said that Hardy’s art was progressive, revealing the 
successive stages in his discovery of life. Wlien he had 
written Jude he probably felt tliat he had said all that he had 
to say in novel form. The torrent of invective which tliat 
\book drew down upon him from the critics was an ex¬ 
perience which, he said seventeen years later, completely 
^ured him of further interest in novel writing. But that 
can scarcely be the whole or even the main reason for liis 
abandoning prose fiction. He had always known himself 
to be a poet, and he was a poet whether he wrote in prose or 
and he was now &ce to follow his bent. But there 


verse 


were overwhelming reasons, inherent in his own develop¬ 
ment, why he should turn from novels to the epic drama of 
The Dynasts. He had spent twenty-five years in die effort 
to state life in terms of life ; the novels were an objective 
expression of the raw material of experience ; liis gradual 
discovery of what life consists of led to those novels ; ex¬ 
perience, intuition, meditation, gave birdi to those tracts of 
human experience there exposed ; and already, before he 
had done with them, they were revealing themselves in a 
wider context, that of the history of mankind and man’s 
C place in the Universe. It remained for him to state his con- 
u elusions—not philosophically, for his mind worked imagina- 
\ tivcly, but in a poem. The Dynasts i s the summing-up of all 
Vthat he has done before. 

Ay ; begin small, and so lead up to the greater. It is a 
sound dramatic principle.* Thus the Spirit Sinister in The 
Dynasts, in reply to the Spirit of the Years, who had called 
the attention of the assembled Spirits to some human beings 
travelling in a stage-coach over a ridge in Wessex, in March 
1905. Hardy’s own literary work had proceeded in this 
way, beginning smaU with light poems and Under the 
Greenwood Tree, gaining volume and depth as the novels 
progressed, and culminating in his great Epic Drama. He 
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had for many years been preparing himself for the subject he 
here* treats, * the Great Historical Calamity, or Clash of 
Peoples in the Napoleonic wars ; for the use of verse as a 
literary medium ; and for a cosmological survey of the 
human race. I have already alluded to his studies of the 
Napoleonic wars, which he used in the small beginnings of 
The Trumpet-Major, and of his growing interest in the scheme 
of an Epic of Napoleon. It was natural that he should li^ 
this up with his studies of individual human beings whom he 
had observed tragically out of harmony with the ‘ sod^ 
moulds ’ of modem life, and as the victims of a Fate which 
appeared to dog them senselessly and pitilessly. 

A . ^ • « 1 ^ 1 - - 
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prose. Its subject in the narrower sense is that ot the 
Napoleonic wars from 1805 to 1815 (followed m stnet 
accord with historic evidence) with special reference Jo ^ 
part played by England in the European conflict, iherc 
are many scores of persons, conspicuous among them 
Napoleon. Pitt, Nelson. George III, ViUeneuve the Em¬ 
perors Francis and Alexander, the Empress Josephine. Lady 
Hester Stanhope, and many Admirals, Marshals, pohnaans. 
priests. Court ladies, and humble sailors soldiers, burgees. 
Lacon-watchers, and rustics, seen and heard on the Con¬ 
tinent of Europe or in England or at sea “ 

toric epic tlie work presents a colossal and I beheve accurate 

historic pageant of the leaders and common People of 
Europe L L greatest human conffict pnor ^ 
world wars. But it is much more than that"f 
classic examples of Homer's Iliad and Milton s 

in mtroducing extra-terrestrial 

dZences, forre^onding to the different “UrougK 

which put a gulf between Hardy ^ j 

./-entical aees The nods in Homer are like men. ana inter 

veili mlir affairs; I Archangels of Mdton a-also 

pomorphically conceived, and mterven , 
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or malignly, in the affairs of" man. But the Immanent 
Will of The Dynasts from the nature of Its being cannot 
appear at all as a person or a speaker. As for the Spirits 
—the Ancient Spirit and Chorus of the Years, the Spirit 
and Chorus of the Pities, the Shade of the Earth, the 
Spirits Sinister and Ironic with their Choruses, and the 
Rumours, Spirit-Messengers and Recording Angels—they 
do not, with two or three exceptions, interfere at all in the 
sphere of men ; they are observers, recorders, commen¬ 
tators. We are to discover that it is not we, human beings, 
who are primarily the audience, the spectators, of the drama. 
The play is played to the Spirits ; it is they who watch it, 
they who judge it, and express their sympathy or indifference. 
The vast panoramic struggle is thrown as it were on a terrific 
screen which embraces the whole of Europe, and seen 
through the eyes of non-human Intelligences. Behind all 
is the Immanent Will and Its designs. 

It works unconsciously, as heretofore, 

Eternal artistries in Circumstance, 

Whose patterns, wrought by rapt aesthetic rote. 

Seem in themselves Its single listless aim. 

And not their consequence. 

‘ In the Foretime \ adds the Spirit of the Years, 

Nothing appears of shape to indicate 

That cogniaance has marshalled things terrene. 

Or will (such is my thinking) in my span. 

Rather they show that, like a knitter drowsed. 

Whose fingers ply in skilled unmindfulness. 

The Will has woven with an absent heed 
Since life first was ; and ever will so weave. 

The Spirit of the Years, aloof and passionless, presides 
among the Spirits as the play goes on before them ; the 
“ Hardy pointed out, approximate to what Schlegel 
called the Universal Sympathy of human nature—the 
Spe^tor idealized *, of the Greek Chorus. The speeches 
of the Spirits constitute a sublime play beyond the play ; 
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they are in strong, rhythmic, sonorous verse appropriate to 
their dignity, the vocabulary strangely compelled of long 
Latin words and terse, pithy Anglo-Saxon words such as 

You’ll mark the twitchings of this Bonaparte 
As he %vith other figures foots his reel. 

Until he nsatch liim into his lonely grave. 


The stage descriptions embrace all Europe and the scene 
gives us people in milhons. * The nether sky opens, and 
Europe is disclosed as a prone and emaciated figure, ^e 
Alps shaping like a backbone, and the branching mountain- 
chains like ribs, the peninsula plateau of Spain forming a 
head. . . ‘ The peoples, distressed by events which they 

did not cause, are seen writhing, crawling, heaving, and 
vibrating in their various cities and nationalities/ What a 
fore-glimpse, in 1903, of the world wars to follow, as seen 

from die onlooker’s stall. , . 1 

The human play is methodically pursued, with varjang 
power. Some of the ‘ small ’ things are among the best, 
where Hardy, in appropriate prose, writes of his Wessex 
folk, ulking with their native humour m the vernacular ; or 
Wessex soldiers, fighting in Spain, recalling their old loves 
at home ; or French soldiers, in their distracted retreat from 
Moscow. His love of the gruesome comes out m the Mad 
Soldiers Song (sung in the retreat) : 

Wliat can \vc \vish for more ? 

Thanks to the frost and flood 
We are grinning crones—thin bags of bones 
Who once were flesh and blood. 

So foolish life adieu 
And ingratc leader too. 

_Ah, but we loved you true 1 

Yet—hc-hc-hc ! and ho-ho-ho !— 

We’U never return to you. 


To meet tlte needs of an action which covers so 

field in so many representative scenes, the languag 
■ The verse is always vigorous, but 
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not always at a high level of poetry. But who before has 
attempted in verse the task of reporting a Parliamentary 
debate ? Even so Pitt in one of his speeches talks in success¬ 
ful verse almost as Churchilljm talked in prose. 

strange fatality that haunts tKetimes, " 

Wherein our lot is cast, has no example. 

Times are they fraught with peril, trouble, glbomT^^ 

We have to mark their lourings, and to fece them. ; 

The speeches of Napoleon are usually rhetorical, but 
there is vivacity and force in the rhetoric. The strategists, 
statesmen, courtiers, talk in character. The action proceeds 
from scene to scene with swiftness and unfailing energy, .and 
we can read on as we would read a story, eager to follow tlie 
thrilling narrative, and stirred by the dark adventures and 
bold exhibitions of character. Sometimes—even on the 
battlefreld of Waterloo—we are gripped by the poetic 
sense of the continuing life of the earth—tlic eartli that 
Hardy knows in Wessex—but grimly threatened by the 
human conflict. 


Yea, the coneys are scared by the thud of hoofs, 

And their white scuts flash at their vanishing heels. 

And swallows abandon the hamlet-roofs. 

It is a singular fact that in this drama of a European war 
Hardy should so write that we can never forget that Wessex 
coast and the people who hve in the Wessex villages. 
-Though Hardy is a good world-citizen, and once said that 
the sentiment of Foreigmtess should ‘ attach only to otlicr 
planets and their inhabitants, if any we feel none tlic less 
that he is stirred by English patriotism, that he admires the 
patriotic sentiments which Pitt expresses, and loves the in¬ 
nate and ineradicable patriotism—provincialism, if you like 
—^f Ae English countryman. Though he is completely 
objective in liis treatment of friends and enemies of the 
Engl^h, and rejects nationalism in his sympathy and in his 
pity for human beings, none the less the pulse of the poet 
seems to beat a little faster when he exhibits tlie reflcctiojis of 
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a Pitt, the emotions of a Nelson, or the sentiment and 
humour of the English rustic. He has not set himself to 
praise England as Virgil in the JEneid sang the praises of 
Rome ; none the less there emerges in the course of the 
Epic a sort of personahty which is that of the English people, 
with qualities very dear to the poet, compounded of good 
and bad, serious and comic, but, in the sum, both noble and 
lovable. But these quaUties are also those of the human 
race. Much of the tragic irony lies in this contrast between 
the essential goodness and kindliness of human beings and 
the blank indifference, the unkindness, of the irresistible 
Universe. The Spirit of the Pities recalls the words of 
Sophocles, who' dubbed the Will the gods 
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Truly said he, 

‘ Such gross injustice to their own creation 
Burdens the time with mournfulness for us, 

And for themselves with shame . 

The Dynasts is a large-scale action planned to project th( 
situation of the whole human race, which consists of in-, 
dividuals possessing a sense of justice and noble aspiranons 
frustrated, as it seems to them, by an irresistible and in 
different Destiny. The whole is an imaginative picture, no 
a set of dogmas; but it yields the conclusion wluch ans* 
irresistibly from those samples of life which he has given iti 

the novels. . , . 

I The novels are as full of poetry as is this Epic. The 

^ Epic itself contains many prose passages, and some ot the 
speeches written in verse would have been equally, some- 
'times more, satisfactory in prose. He traverses ^e low 
ground of less distinguished speech and high ground where 
\u$ verse becomes equal to the strain, and exhibits extreme 
, vigour and sometimes a rare and fottefui imagep^ 
[^touches the higher peaks of poetry. [Hc is not a 
A writer with sure touch in the use of words, and yet m a few 
I' passages tlie words could not be bcttcrcd-that occurs when 
he is fully possessed by the emotional content of his theme 
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and the words seem to pour from him irresistibly in their 

rightT 

The Dylmts is the indispensable culmination of his wor k. 
It is as necessary as IVar and Peace is to Tolstoy, combining, 
as that book does, the individual and the umversal. The 
private tragedies which in Tolstoy were interwoven with the 
world catastrophe are more subtly treated by the Russian 
and more poignant; Tolstoy’s individuals are more in¬ 
dividual, more alive. But all this, the human side of life, 
had already been presented by Hardy in his novels, with less 
aloofiiess, but with consummate power. The Dynasts h a&- 
a n advantage over War and Peace in its unity and orchestr a- 
tion. i T It is the finale of the great body of work which had 
begSHh his youth, matured in his middle age, and concludes 
itself herej He had surpassed any otlier EngUsh noveUst in 
using the novel as an artistic vehicle for projecting life in its 
totality, realistically, emotionally, meditatively ; in doing 
with it what hitherto only poetry had done, and fitting it 
into a structure sublimely conceived, and capable of sum¬ 
mary in a final work which in form as well as substance was 
poetic. 

His verse, other than The Dynasts, is no unimportant part 
of his work. Even the slighter pieces of his earlier years, 
and the meditative poems of his middle period—ballads 
which were short stories in verse, recollections of episodes 
remembered, reflections on the Immanent Will—help to 
fill in the grand structure, as the decorations in a cathedral 
add to its beauty and complete our awareness of the spirit 
that made it. Many of the poems of his old age are the 
best of all his short pieces, showing increased skill in versifi- 
^tion, and originaUty in the use of expressive words ; they 
have the gravity and the high reflectiveness of the ex¬ 
perienced adult, and this combined with intensity of emo¬ 
tion. 

To the last his mind and imagination were straining to 
search the mysteries of Nature, the Wessex people, England, 
and the fiill-starred heavens \ 
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I If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand at the 
door. 

Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees, 

Will this thought rise on those who will meet my fece no more, 
‘ He was one who had an eye for such mysteries ? ’ 
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Messrs. Macmillan publish Thomas Hardy’s novels, Tess of the 
D'Urbervilles, Jude the Obsoire, The Retxmt of the Native, Far From //le 
Madding Croivd, The Woodlanders, The Mayor of Casterbridge, The 
Trumpet-Major, and Under the Greenwood Tree at half a guinea net in 
the Library* Edition, and at 6s. net each in the Pocket Edition, which 
also includes A Laodicean, Wessex Talcs, Wessex Poems vnth Poems 
of the Past and Present (i vol.). The Dynasts (Parts I and II), The 
Dynasts (Part III) with The Queen of Cornwall (i vol.) In the Pocket 
edition at 4^. 6d. net arc the following volumes of poems: Time's 
Laughing-Stocks, etc.. Satires of Ciraimstance, etc.. Moments of Vision, 
etc.. Late Lyrics and Earlier, etc., and Human Shows, etc. The 
collection of short stories, A Changed Man, is published at 6s. net; a 
selection of Stories and Poetns edited by N. V. Meeres is in the 
Scholars Library at 4s. net and Selected Poetns edited by G. M. Young 
in the Golden Treasury series at 5s. net. 

The Hand ofEthclberta and Desperate Remedies in the 

Library Edition only, at half a guinea net. This edition will event¬ 
ually comprise all Hardy’s works. 
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(The tide in brcuhets refers to the volumes in which the story appears) 
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Lady Mottisfont (A Croup of Noble Dames) 

Udy Penelope. The (A Croup of Noble Dames) 

Marchioness of Stonehenge, The (A Croup of Noble Dames) 
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Note: 


rhis Index omits four stories (i.e. Old Mrs. Chundle, Tl^ 
Intruder, Destiny and a Blue Cloak, and The Dorter s 
no[ published m book form du^g Hardy s bfeume. For 
details of these see the Select Bibliography above. 
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